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Dagdbert

The stranger speaks well; not far away
That convent lies; and one summer's day
Will suffice for a horseman to reach the gate ;
The garrison soon would capitulate,
Since the armed retainers are next to none,
And the walls, I wot, may be quickly won.

Rudolph

I kept those walls for two months and more
When they feared the riders of Melchior;
That was little over three years ago.
Their Abbot is thrifty, as well I know,
He haggled sorely about the price
Of our service.

Dagobert
Rudolph, he paid thee twice.

Rudolph

Well, what of that ?   Since then I 've tried
To borrow from him; now I know he lied
When he told me he could not spare the sum
I asked.    If we to his gates should come,
He could spare it though it were doubled; and

still,
This war with the church, I like it ill.

Osric

The creed of our fathers is well-nigh dead,

And the creed  of   the Christian  reigns in its

stead;

But the creed of the Christian, too, may die,
For your creeds or your churches what care I!
If there be plunder at Englemehr,
Let us strike our tents and thitherward steer